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The Picnic That Wasn't 


Author's Notes: 

just a short drabble i did on my fan-fiction blog on tumblr, requested to me by a user going by 
pimpdaddykirktumblr.com, who's real cool and if any of you have tumblr, i'd recommend following them. it 
wasn't meant to be anything special. i got requested to write a drabble for slash and izzy on their first date, 


at a picnic, but it kinda didn't go that way, so i left it. 


glass roses is being rebooted there too, and is infinitely better than what i've published here, since my writing 
skill has improved, and i'll be uploading it THERE instead. i apologise for the inconvenience. 


all the drabbles and stuff i do there will be posted here, so don't worry, but you can find the blog at 
slashvevo-fics.tumblr.com thank you very much and i hope you enjoy, i guess. =w= 


IM FEELING REALLY DUMB if | have to be completely honest. 


I'm fumbling for my words and scratching my head, just wondering what I'm going to do next as | watch the 
guitarist walk by.. Fuck, was he hot. 


It'd taken a while just for me to admit that to myself, let alone stand here, edging myself closer towards him, 
preparing my big question for him. 


| watch the mysterious rhythm guitarist with a sort of intensity that would be thus hidden under the curtain 
of hair | sported, ducked low under my hat, which | had yet to take off after our performance. Good. He 


needn't see how much | was blushing right now. 


There was a lot someone could say about Izzy Stradlin Number one being that ‘Izzy’ was a ‘girl's name’. Izzy. 


Isabelle. Stradlin's real last name is Isbell. It all came full circle when | worked that one out. 

Number two.. He was incredibly attractive, and number three? Incredibly underrated as an artist and a person 
Axl and | were basically the frontmen. Me with my guitar and Axl with his vocals. Duff got a lot of chicks too, 
because fuck he's pretty hot as well. Steven? He's been nailin’ chicks since he was like. 12 | swear. 

Izzy? He's had a lot of girlfriends, he's fucked a lot of chicks... But.. He's still the most forgotten, and that 
depresses me. | love watching him playing his guitar, how he just does not seem to be capable of sweating or 
looking the least bit uncomfortable up there, whereas Steve, Ax, Duff and | are nearly having a stroke or some 
shit. 

He's like a God. 

He is a God. 

Probably a sex God. 

| walked slowly over to the black haired individual, tapping his shoulder lightly the day | decided to do something. 
"Hey Stradlin!" | called out, just as enthusiastically as | usually did, trying not to come across as needy. 


"Hudson" The male responded, and | couldn't help but already feel a bit shot down, 


"Did you - Uh. We got nothin’ to do around ‘ere, so | was wonderin’ if you wanted to take a walk with me.? At 
the park or somethin’? | got some beer and shit" 


Izzy laughed, and | felt my cheeks heat up, and | ducked my head. 


"What? So like a picnic?" The man chuckled, and | snickered awkwardly. "Bit feminine isn't it?" He added, and | 


resisted the urge to hiss back at him with some snide, underlying comment. 


"Yeah... | guess, haha. It does seem pretty.. Girly.. But anyways. | dunno man.. We don't hang out much... | 
thought itd be fun" 


The guitarist smiled, something he didn't do - or at least visibly - that often. 

"I'd love to Slash." He laughed, and | felt my heart skip a beat. 

XE% 

We're sitting on the grass underneath a shady tree, drunk and hollering at girls as they walk by. Probably 
harassment or something, | dunno, but actually - it's not me for once. It's Izzy. I'm sitting here, watching his 
every movement behind my aviators - watching the way he raises his bottle of whiskey to his lips, the way 
they wrap around it, his tongue.. Everything. 


How good would he feel on my - 


| rip myself away from these thoughts, trying not to linger on the aspect much, lest I.. Give too much away, 


so to speak. | was a horny fuck. 
"So... Slash.." Izzy drawled, giggling a little. "Did ya wanna tell me anythin'?" He asked, his gaze moving downwards, 
and | thought, it was just because he was drunk, but then | noticed it was all too late and | uh... Had given shit 


away. 


"You weren't lookin’ at any chicks Slash.." The man snickered, raising his bottle to his lips and taking his fuckin’ 
sweet time with drinking it. 


| was thinkin’ about ‘em." | snapped back, and Izzy shook his head. 


"Nuh-uh.. You would'a told me what you was thinkin’ bout now." The guitarist laughed, and | pondered that for a 


moment, He was right 

"Fuck off" | muttered, and lzzy pouted. 

"Saul." My eyes shot up to meet his. 

"Jeff" | responded, and | watched as his tapped my nose lightly 


"You are fuckin’ gay as fuck. We all know it" He teased, and my lips formed a small ‘o' shape as | processed 


that. 
"W-Wha-" 


"We know Slash. | know. You're so gay that Elton John is Goddamn jealous." The man continued, and | crinkled my 


face in thought. 


"You have no proof." | told him, crossing my legs a little bit and hiding the area with my hands. 


| watched as Izzy drew dangerously close, lips hovering inches away from mine. 

"Slash... | walked past your dressing room last night." Izzy began, his voice low and it had a small growl which 
fuckin’ turned me the fuck on, yet | was still nervous. "You were jerkin' off and all | could hear, on repeat, for 
five whole minutes before you were fuckin’ done... 

| bit my lip hard. 

"Was my name. Don't tell me that didn't happen" The mysterious guitarist mumbled. 

| couldn't deny it. 


Not one bit. 


‘Iz, | - l.. I'm sorry." | murmured apologetically, dipping my head with shame. Izzy was fuckin’ straight. He 


wouldn't go for a guy like me anyway. Now Duff.. Or even Axl. Much better matches. 


Before | could even say ‘Fuck’, Izzy's lips were on mine, and his tongue practically shoved down my throat, and | 
could feel people staring. | kinda assumed though, by the normalized reactions that they probably just thought 


Izzy was a chick or something. That was okay | guess. 


| felt him moan in my mouth and my arm coiled around his waist, pulling away to lay hungry and needy kissed 


across his neck, before stopping. 


‘Izzy. Are you - | thought you were fuckin’ straight as fuck dude.." | groaned, voice raspy and | heard Izzy 
laugh. 


"I tried to kiss Axl in 5th and 8th grade. | dunno what that makes me." The guitarist chuckled, and | felt myself 
blush. 


He took my hand and pulled me up, walking to the car. 


He was acting.. Strangely normal, for someone who was not only tipsy, but had just made out with their fellow 
band member, who prior to this, the only gay experiences they had was orgies and threesomes. There was 
that time that Izzy creamed on my leg though, so | don't know if that made any difference, since | didn't 
complain or anything. Maybe that's where he thought | was gay. Most dudes would'a fuckin’ left. 


| slid into the front seat, running my tongue over my lips, still tasting him there, and | glanced at him from 
the corner of my eye. "I'm bisexual by the way. Not gay." | murmured, turning the ignition and pulling the car 
into the traffic. 


"Whatever dude, but don't lie.. If given the choice between three chicks and me, who would you screw first?" 


lzzy asked, as if it were nothing more than a harmless question. 
"You..." | murmured, and | could see a sly smirk on the other's lips. 
"Knew it. And for the record - I'm bi too." He sighed, clearing his throat, as if going to say something else. 


"And... | kinda liked you as well." 


